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Synopsis of Preceding Chapters.

Willia Earl of I'ouglas, the most
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French an zndor, Marshal de Retz, who
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and keep his an'd banes & wee while frae
the rust and the green mowld?”

But even as the crusty old soldier spoke
these words, the white anxiety In Sholto's
feee struck through his half-humorous com-
plaint, and the words died on his lips in a
perturbed “What is 't—what is 't ava’, lad-
die?”

Sholto told him in the fewest words.

“The yerl and Davvid In the power o
their hoose’s ¢nemies! Blessed 8t. Anthony,
and here was I flighterin’ and ragin' aboot
my paethings! Here, lads, blaw the horn
and ery the siogan! Fetch the horse frae
the stall and stand ready in your war gear
within ten minutes by the knock. Aye.
faith, will we raise Douglasdale! Gang your
ways Lo Gallowa'—there shall not a man
hide at home this day. Certes—we wull
ihat. Ca' In the by-zaun at Lanark—aye,
livl, and gin the rasecals are no willing or
ready, we will hang the provost and
magistrateg at thalr ain doorcheeks to
learn them to bide frae the cried assembly

their liege lord!"’ .
Sholto had done enough in Pouglasdale.
He turned north azain on a vet more im-
portant errand. It was forenoon, full and
broad when he halted before the little town
af Strathaven, upon which the castle of
Avondale looks down., It seemed of the

would have been no black bull's head on
the chancellor's dinner table in the ban-
gueting hall of Edinburgh castle.
CHAPTER XXXVIL
A Strange Meeting.

It was approaching the evening of the
third day after riding forth upen his mis-
slon when Sholto, sleepless, yvet quite un-
conscious of weariness, approached the
lceh  of Carlinwark and the cottage of
Brawny Kim. West and south he had rais-
ed the Douglas country as it had never
been raised before. And now behind him
every armiger and squire, every spearman
and lightfoot archer was hastening Edin-
burghward, eager to be first to succor the
young and headstrong chief of this great
house,

Sholto had ridden and eried the slogan as
was his duty, without allowing his mind o
dwell too much upon whether all might not
come too late. And ever as he rode out of
village or across the desolate moors from
castle or fortified farm house, it seemed
that not he but some other was upon this
quest,

sumething sterner and harder stirred in
his breast. Light-heart Sholto MacKim,
the careless lad of the jousting day, the
proud young captain of the earl's guard,
was dead with all his vanity, and in his
place a man rode southward grim and de-
termined, with vengeful angers a-smoulder
in his bosom—hunger, thirst, love, the joy
of living and the fear of death all being
swallowed up by deadly hatred of those
who had betrayed his master.

Maud Lindesay was doubtless within a few
milea of Sholto, yet he scarcely gave even
his sweetheart a thought as he urged his
weary gray over the purple Parton moors
teward the loch of Carlinwark, and the lit-
tle hamlet nestling along {ts western side
under the great ancient thorn trees of the
Carlin’s hill.

He rode down over the green Crossmi-
chael braes, on which the broom pods were
crackling in the afternoon sunshine,

through kEollows where the corn lingered as
though unwilling to have done with such a
scene of beauty and find itself mewed in
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morning sun ere it fell to rise agaln dim-
meid and red. ereffpre she chiacked not
her steed, nor t ed Aside, till Sholto laid
his hand upon her bridle rein and leaped
quickly to the ground with his sword in
his hand, leaving his own beast to wander
where it would. . =

*What do you here?” he cried. ‘“Where
is my master? What have they done to
him? I bid you tell me on vour life.”

Sholto's voice had no ehivalrous courtesy
in it now. The thme for that had gone by.
He lowered his sword point, and there was
iron in the muscles of his arm. He was
ready to kill the temptress as he would a
beautiful viper. L

The Lady Sybilla looked upon him and
In a dazed fashion. like one who rests be-
tween the turns of the rack. In a little
while she appeared to recognize him. She
nated the sword in his hand, the death in
his eye—and for the first time since the
scene in the courtyard of Edinbargh Castle
she smiled. )

Then the fury In Sholto’'s heart broke
suddenly forth,

“Woman,” he cried, “‘show me cause why
I should not slay you. For, by God, I will,
if aught of harm hath overtaken my inus-
ter. Speak, I bid you, if you have any
wish to live! N

But the Lady Sybilla continued to smile
—the same dreadful, mocking smile, ond
somehow Sholto, with his weapon bare and
his arm nerved to the thrust, felt himself
grow weak and helpless under the stillness
and utter pitifulness of her look. ¥,

“You would Kill me—kill me, you say"—
the words came low and thrilling forth
from Hps which were as those of the dead
whose chin has not yet been bound about
with a napkin—"ah, would that you could.
But you cannot. Steel will not siay, poi-
son will not destroy, nor water drowa Sy-
bil a de Thouars till her work bhe done!”

Sholto escaped from the power of her
eye,

“My master—'" he gasped, ‘‘my master,
is he well? T pray yvou, tell me?”

Was it a laugh that he heard {n answer?
Rather a sound not of human mirth, but
of a condemned spirit, laughing under-
ground. Then again the low, even voice
replied oul of the expressinnless face:

“Ave, your master s well!”
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CHAPTER XXXV
The Risiug of the Dounginses.
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sun shone falr on the battlements of

Iringlas castle as Sholto rode up to the
e mead, wheron a little companvy of
men was exercising. He could hear the

words of command cried grufy in the broad
Galloway rpeech. Landless Jock was drill-
fng his spearmen, and as the shinipg triple
Hne of pointe dropped to the “ready to re-
celv the old knight and former captain
of the earl's guard came forward a little
way to welcome his successor with what
little grace was at his command.

“Eh. sirce, and what has brocht sic a
braw young knight and grand frequenter o'
courts sae far as Douglas castle” Could no
even let puir guld Landless Jock hae the
tilt yaird here o exercise his bandfu' in,
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iind of Sholto dociKim. '

nliu thundersd at the townward port of the
& to which a steep ascent led up, where
the outer guard soon crowded
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“1 have not time to “'."].F_t"’A 3
st )-L-u my lord sald Shelto. *1 must

See ‘m instanils _

!.-\71....'“. Vi ::‘ as he spoke there on the Su-p‘s

iredl the dark handsome face and tall
S |

hut slizhtly stooping figure of \\'t!lliu:‘n'
Dougli ; .. He stood with ilil.H
hands clasped vt his back, and his
cerious thouzht-weighted face bent upon
the eoncourse about Sholto. | s
With a push of his ¢lbows this 12\?1}' ‘}'ml
that, the young ‘.r-..mt:t_-t ih;- T-:lr]. 5 guars
irougn 1 press. =

.;.l'[ .u-l't ”hr.”{ !1:-'ILI\.'°'.~‘- ne told his
ta ul ‘.‘r.nl .u'. the name of 1:ri:-'unmn-:i_r '.}nd
treachery the eountenance of \I\llli.uf.n
Dourips grew stern and hard. Iis face
;\\','-- liedd ns If the news came Very near to

He did n
biting I

hirm.
stood

it answer for a moment, but
i and glooming upon
the young m;m_h:ui becn
v prisuner waiting senteace of pit or gal-
WS 0 '\'” 'iljl' =.
: "?J' i :-1- .l::mes concerning th!s_!ll
news,” he said, when Sholto finished telling
bim of the blick bull’'s head on the chan-
cellor's banquet table. =
o wurned to go within. g

']'l\s-.-t iHrd ;:'.ti Sholto, “will you give me
-“-::-'n-r horse, and let Darnaway rest in
e [ must ride south again to
-alze Galloway!”

.r out #il the horses which are ready
sy {":'-l.'{lnm:mdcd William of Avon-
dale. “and do you, Captain Sholto, tike
w011 holee of them.

] “1:-. 'u nt within forthwith, and there en-
suwd a pause ed with tne snorting and
e i steods, as, filled with oats and
ed from thelr stalls, or, with
t dewy about their noses they
were led in from the fleld. Darnaway took
.l;'.s' legve of Stolto with a backward neigh
of regret, as If to say that he was not yet
tired of riding on his master's service.

Then prescnily on the terrace above ap-
: laxy Lord James, busily buckling
I af his body armor and talking
hotly the while with Willlam.

. '}1! (,:I' not whether our father—'" he
erled aloud, ere, with a restraining hand
upon his wrist, his elder brother could suc-
ceed in stopping him.

' :'|]!u_~.'|, .I];Im:Es_" he sald, *“at least he
mindful of thase that stand around.”

“I eare not, I tell you, William," eried the
headstrung vouth, squaring his shoulders
as he was wont to do before a fight; 1 tell
vou that vou and 1 are no traitors to our
name, amnd whoso meddles with our coz
wWill of Thrieve hath us to reckon with.”

Wiiliam of Avondale sald nothing, but
held out his hand with a slow determinate
gesture. Sald he: “"An' It were the father
that begat us!” Whereat, with all the im-
petiousness of his race and nature, James
dashed his palm into that of his brother.

“Whiles, Willlam,"” he cried, “ye appear
clerkish and overcautious, and 1 break out
and miscall yve for no Douglas, when ye will
not spend your silver like a man and are
afrald of the honest pint stoup. But at the
heart's heart ve are aye a Douglas—and,
though the silly gaping commons like ye
not so well as they like me, you are the
best o' us a’, for all that!”

So it came to pass that within the space
of half an hour the young Avondale Doug-
lazes~had sent men to the four airts, young
Hugh Douglas himself riding west, while
James stirred the folk of Avendale and
Strathaven, and in all the courtyards and
streets of the little feudal town there be-
gan the hum and buzz of war assembly.

Lord Willlam went with Sholto to see
staunch Darnaway duly stabled, and to ap-
prove the horse which was (o bear the mes-
senger 1o the south without halt, now that
Lis mission was accomplished in the west.
When they came out Sholto’s riding har-
ness had been transferred to a noble gray
steed large enough to carry the burly
James, lei alone the slim captain of the
guard of Thrieve.

In the court, ranked and ready, bridle to
bridle, were ranged the knights and squires
in walting about the castle of Avondale,
while out on a level green spot on the edge
of the moor gathéred the denser array of
the townsfolk with spears and partizans.

The Avondale Douglases were ready
enough to ride to the assistance of their
cousins. Alas, that Earl Willlam would
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take no advice, for had these and othera
gone in with him to the fatal town there
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SWHY, THEN, SHOULD I NOT KILL
dusty barns, ground in mills, or close-

pressed in thatched rick. He breasted the
long smooth rise and entered the woods
which encireled the bright lake of Carlin-
wark, the pearl of nll the southland Scot-
tish lochs.

With a strange sense of detachment he
looked down upon the greensward between
him and his mother's gable end, upon
which as a child he had wandered. Then it
was nearly as large as the world, and the
Eriss wuas most comfortable to small bare
feet. There were children playing upon it
now, even as there had been of old—among
ihem his own little sister Magdalen, whose
hair was spun gold, and whose eyes blue as
the forget-me-not in the marshes of the
Isle Wood., The children were dressed In
white, five little girls in all, as for a festal
day, and their volees came upward to
Sholto's ear through the arches of the great
beeches which studded the turf, even as
they had done to that of William Douglas
in the springtime of the vear.

The minor note, the dying fall of the in-
necent voices tugged at his heart strings.
He could hear little Magdalen leading the
chorus:

Margaret Douglas, fresh and fair,
A bunch of roses she shall LTS
Gold and sllver by her slde,

I Know who's her bride,

It was at “Fair Maid"” they were playing,
the mystle dance of southland maldenhood,
iat whose vestal rites no male of any age
was ever permitted to be present. The
words broke In upon the gloom which op-
pressed  Sholto’s heart, Momentarily he
forgot hiz master, and saw Maud Lindesay
with the little Margaret Douglas, of whom
the children sang, again gathering the gow-
ans on the braesides of Thrieve, or perilous-
ly reaching for the purple irises athwart
tha ditehes of the isle.

Take her Ly the lily-white hand,
Lend ber o'er the waler—

Give ber kisses, one, two, three,
For she's u ludy's daughter.

As Bholto MacKim listened to the quaint
and moving lullaby, suddenly there came
into the field of his vision that which stif-
fened him  into a statue of breathing
markile,

For without clatter or accouterment or
tramp of hoof, without companion or at-
tendant, a white palfrey had appeared
through the green arches of the woodlands,
A girl was seated upon the saddle, swaying
with gentle movement to the motion of her
steed. At the sight of her face as she came
nearer, & low cry of horror and amazement
broke from Sholto's lips.

1t was the Lady Sybilla.

Yet he knew that he had left her behind
him in Jdinburgh, the siren temptress of
Earl Douglas, she who had led his master
into the power of the enemy, she for whose
sake he had refused the certainty of free-
dom and life. Anger against this amiling
enchantress suddenly surged up in Sholto's
heart.

“Halt there—on your life!” he eried, and
urged his wearied steed forward. Like a
winter wind among dried leaves the ehil-
dren were dispersed every way by the gust
of his angry shout. But the maiden on the
palfry either heeded not or did not hear.

Whereupon Sholto rode furiously to in-
tercept her. He would learn what had be-
fallen his master. At least he would avenge
him upon one—the chiefest and subtlest of
his enemies. But not till he had come
within ten paces did the Lady Swybilla turn
upon him her regard. Then he saw her
face. It broke upon him sudden as the
imminent sight of hell to one sure of sal-
vation. He had expected to find there
gratified amblition, =sated Just, exultant
pride, cruel vengeance. He saw instead as
it had been the face of an angel cast out of
heaven, of a martyr who had passed
through the torture chamber on her way to
the place of burning.

The sight stopped Sholto, stricken and
wdvering. His anger fell from him like a
garment.

The Lady 8Sybilla’'s face showed of no
earthly paleness. Marble white it was, the
eyes heavy with weeping, purple 1ings be-
neath accentuating the horror that dwelt
in them. The lips that had been as the
bow of Apollo were parted as though they
had been singing the dirge of one beloved,
and ever as she rode the tears ran down
her cheeks and fell on her white robe, and
upon her palfrey's mane.

She looked at Sholto when he came near,
but not as one who sees or recognizes.
Rather as if dumb, drunken, besotted with
grief looked forth the soul of the Lady
Sybilla upon the captain of the Douglas
Guard. BShe heeded not his angry shout,
for another volce rang ever In her ears,
speaking the knightliest words ever uttered
by a man about to die. 3holto's sword was
threateningly in his hand, but Sybilla saw
only another sword gleam bright in the

"Ah, tha
is allve!
The Lady §
way and that,
man groping.
“Hush,” gha sai. “I only
Was well.  And he is wel].
in tne place of torment,
15 a heaven for those w
Douglas diedq!
Sholto's cry
ing:
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master dead! i Sifiam
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fa'}r;z was 1Ik!-l:‘i mask cut in snow.,
en as suddenly recalling himse -
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ies. Because I mus ‘or :
S e @ ust do the work that re-
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rang sudden, loud, despair-
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¥'s rein, which tif
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v Manswer
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sald, simply and

m to his death. Why,

aguely
he felt that her emotion was ra-a.l-ar:-f:)ri
real, perhaps, than his own  instinet of

crude slaying—the instinet of F

whose nest has been harried mu;fin:'a:g:
first comer. This woman's hatred was
something deadlier, surer, mare pgrsimen{

“Vengeance,” he sald at last, scarce
knowing what he sald: “why should you
who betrayed him speak of avenging him?”

“Beecause,” sald the Lady Sybilla, *I
loved him as 1 never thought to love }nan
born of woman. Because when the fiends
of the pit tie me limb to limh, lip to lp
with Judas, who sold his master with a
kiss—when they burn me in the seventh
hell, T shall remember and rejoice because
to the last he loved me, believed in me,
gioried in his love for me. Ang God, who
has been cruel to me in all else, will vet do
this thing for me, He will not lot William
Douglas krow that I deceived him or that
he trusted me in vain.”

“But the vergeance that you spoke of—
what of that?" said Sholto, dwelling upond
that which was uppermost in his own
thought.

“Avye,"” said the Lady Sybilla, “that alone
can be compassed by me. For I am bound
by a chain, the snapping of which is my
death. To him who in.a far land deviged
all these things, to the man who plotted the
fall of the Douglas house, to Gilles de Retz,
marshal of France, I am bound. But—I
shall not die—even you eannot kil me, till
I have brought that head that is so high to
the hempen cord and delivered the foul
flend’s body to the fires of earth and hell."

“And the Chancellor Crichton—and the
tutor Livingstone, what of them?" urged
Sholto, thinking like a Scot of his native
traitors,

The Lady Sybilla
hand. !

“These are but lesser rascals—they had
been nothing without him.  You of the
Douglas house must settle with them. "

“And why have you returned to this coun-
try of Galloway?’ sald Bholto, “Ang why
are you thus alone?" :

“l am alone,” said the Lady Sybilla, “pe-
cause none can harm me with my work up-
done. I travel alone because it suits my
mood to be alone! because my master bade
me join him at your town of Kirkcudbright,
whence he takes ship for his own country
of Brittany."”

“And why do you, if, as you say, you
hate him so, continue to follow him?"

“Ah, you are simple,”” she said. “T fg]-
low him because it Is my fate, and who
can escape his doom? Also because, as I
have said, my work is not yet done,"

She relapsed into her former listlegs,
farthlooking, unconscious regard—looking

waved a contemptuous
T

————— -

point of his sword with ons movement. The
white palfrey started torward with the
reins loose on his neck. And as she went
the eyes of the Lady Sybilla were fixed on
the low hills which hid the sea.

So, leaving Sholto standing by the lake-
side with bowed head and abased sword, the
strange womnn went her way lo work out
her appointed work.

But ere the Lady S8ybllla disappeared
among the trees she turned and spoke

“1 have but one connsel, sir knight. Think
no more of your master. Let the Jdead bury
their dead. Ride to Thrieve and lose no
eight of her whom you call your sweetheart,
nor yet of her charge, Margaret Douglas,
the maid of Galloway, till the snows fall
and winter comes upon the land.”

CHAPTER XXXVIIIL
The MackKims Come to Thrieve.
Sholto MacKim stood watching a while

as the white palfrey disappeared with
its  rider Into the purple twillght of
the woods which barred the way to

the sea, Then, with a violent effort of will,
he recalled himself and looked about for
his horse, The tired animal was gently
cropping the lush dewy herbage on the
green slope which led downward to his na-
tive cottage. Sholto took the gray by the
bridle and walked toward his mother's door,
pondering on the jast words of the Lady
Sybilla. A voice at once strenucus and fa-
miliar broke upon his ear,

“Shoo wi' you, impident randies that ye
are, shoo! Saw 1 ever the like aboot ony
decent hoose? Thae hens will drive me oot
o' my mind! Sholto, lad, what's wrang?
Is't your falther? Dinna tell me it's youar
Taither,”

“It's worse than that, mither mine.”

"No the earl—surely no the earl himsel'—
the laddie that 1 hae nursed, the laddie that
:‘asww Barbara Walliburton as her ain
s0m !

“Mother, it's the earl and David, too.
They are dead, betraved into the hands of
[ill'_ll' enemies; cruelly and treacherousiy
siain!™

Then the keening cry smote the air as
Barbara MacKim sank on her knees and
lifted up her hunds fo heaven,

“Oh, the bonny laddies—the two bonny,
benny laddies! Mair than my ain bairns 1
loved them  When their ain mother wasna
able for mortal weakness to rear them,
William Douglas drew his  1ife frae me.
Whuat for, Sholto. are ye standin® there to

tell the tale? What for conddna ya hae
died wi' him? Ae mither's milk s ckencd
ve baith, The same arms cradled ve, 1
Pade v keep yeur lord safe wi' your iy
anid your soul. And there ve daur to stand
skin-hole and bane unbroken hefore wvour
mitlier. Get hence—ye are nae son o' Buar-
bara MaeKim. Let me never look on your

Tace again, gin y¢ brit
0" the warld,, the gladness o the aild with-
e€red hicart o' her ye ca yYour mither!”

“Mother,” said Sholte, “my lord was not
dead when 1 left him—he scnt me to raise
the country to his rescuc.”

“And what for are ye standin’ thire elav-
ering, and your lord in danger among his
foes?' eried his mother angrily.

“Dear mother, 1 have something more
to tell ye—"

“Aye, I ken, ye needna break the news,

na back the pride

It is that Malise my man is dead—that
Laurence Wha ran frae the Abbey to
gaug wi' him to the wars, is nae mair.

Aweel, they are worthily spent, sinee tlu ¥
died for their chilef! Ye suy that ye were
sent to raise the clan—then what scek ye
at the Carlinwark? To Thrieve, man, to
Thrieve, as hard as ve can ride!”
“Mother,” sald Sholto, still more rently,
“hearken but a moment, Thirty thousand

men are on thelr way to Edinburgh. Three
i 8 amd nights have Wen without
siecp. Douglusidale i3 awnke, The Lpper

Ward is already at the gates of the city.
To a man, Gailoway is on the march, The
berder is all aflame. But it is ull too lute,
I have had news of the end. Before over a
mitn could reach within miles, the fatal ox
hnd fallen, and my lords, for whom each
one of us would gladly have dled with
smiles upon our faces, lay headless in the
courtyard of Edinburgh castle.”

“And if the laddies were alive when ye
rode awa', wha brocht the news afore my
Sholto could ride—tell me that?'

“I came not directly to Galloway, mother.

First 1 raised the west from Strathaven to
Ayr. Then 1 earried the news to Dumfries
and the boerderside. But today 1 have

seen the Lady Sybilla on her way to take
ship for France. From her 1 heard the
uews that all T had done was too lute.””
“That foreigneerin® randy!? Wad ye lLe-
lieva the like o' her? Yon woman that

they named queen o' beauty at the tour-.

nay by the Fords o Lachur—Certes, 1
waidna believe her on oath, no if she swore
on the hlessed banes o' Sanct Andro him-
sel’.  To the castle, man, or I'll kilt my
coats and be there afore ye to shame ye!”

1 go, mother,"” said Sholto, trying vain-
Iy to stem the torrent of denunciation
which poured upon him. *l ecame only
to see that all was well with you."”

“And what for should @ be weel wi' me?
What can be ill wi' me if it be not to gang
leevin® when the noblest young men
varld—the lads that was suckled
at my hosom—lies cauld In the eclay. Awa’
wi' ye, Sholto MacKim, and come na back
till ye hae rowed every traitor in the same
blondy windin' sheet!”

The foster mother of the Douglases sank
on the ground in the dusk, leaning against
the wall of her house. She held her face
in her hands and sobbed aloud: *Oh, Willie,
Willie Douglas, malir tlian ony o my ain I
loed ¥e. Bonnle were ye as a bairn, Bon-
nis were ye as a laddie. Bonnie abune a’
45 a noble young man and the desire o
muidens e’'en.  But nane o' them a' loed
ye like poor auld Barbara, that wad hae
glen her life to pleasure ye. And noo she
canna even steek thae black black e'en,
nor wind the corps-claith aboot your come-
Iy limbs—sae straight and bonny as they
were! I hae straikit and kissed sae oft and
oft. Oh, waes me—wacs me! What will 1
do without my bonny laddies!”

It was with the sound of his mother's

lament still in his ears that Sholto rode
sadly away over the hill to Thrieve. The
way s short and easy, and it was not

long before the captain of the guard look-
ed down upon the lights of the castle gleam-
ing through the gathering gloom. But in-
stead of being, as was its wont, lighted
from highest battlement to flanking tower,
only one or two lamps were to be seen shin-
ing out of that vast cliff of masonry.

But, on the .other hand, lights were to
been seen wandering this way and that over
the long Isle of Thrieve, following the out-
lines of the winding shores, shining from
the sterns of hoats out on the pools of the
Ded water, weaving intricately this way
and that ameng the broomy braes on
either glde of the ford, and even streaming
out across the water meadows of Balma-
ghie,

Sholto was so full of his own sorrow and
the certain truth of the terrible news he
must bring to the lady of Douglas and
those two whom he loved, Maud Lindesay
and her fair maid, that he paid little heed
to these wandering lanterns and distant
flaring torches,

He was pausing at the bridge head to
walt the lowering of the draw chain, when
out of the covert above him there dashed a
desperate horseman, who stayved neither for
bridge nor ford, but dashed straight at the
eastern castle pool, where It was deepest.
To the stirrup clung another figure strgnee
and terrible, seen In the uncertain light
from the gate house, and the beams of the
rising moan.

The drawbridge clattered down, and, send-
Ing his spurs home inte the flanks of his
tired steed, In a moment more Sholto was
hard upon the track of the first headlong
horseman. Scarce a length separated them
as they reached the outer guard of the
castle. Abreast they reined their horses n
the quadrangle, and in a moment Sholto
had recognized in the rider his brother Lau-
rence, pale as death, and in the figure that
had clung to the stirrup as the horse took
the water his father, Malise MacKim.

Thus in one moment came the three Mac-
Kims ta the doorstep of Thrieve.

The clatter and ecry of their arrival
brought a pour of torches from every side
of the Isle and out from within the castle
keep.

"Igave you found them—where are they?”
came from every side. But Laurence
seemed neither to hear nor see.

“Where is my lady?" he cried, in a hoarse
man's voice, and again, “I must see my
lady!"

Sholto stood aside, for he knew well that
these two brought later news than he.
Presently he went over to his father, who
leaned, panting, upon a stone post. and
asked him what was the news. But Malise
thrust him aside, apparently without recog-
nizing him.

. :;My lady," he gasped, “T would see my
ady!”

Then througa the torches clustered upon
the steps of the castle came the tall, erect
figure of the earl's mother, the Countess of
Douglas. She stood, with her head erect,
looking down upon the MacKims and the
heaving shouldera of thelr horses. Above
and around the torches flared, and *heir

reek blew thwariwise across the strange

acene.

“I am here,"” she sald, clearly
and naturaily. ““What wo ye with the
lady of Douglas?"’

Thrice Laurence

through him as if the young man had
existence. Hadmppadthomnﬁ.$

essayed to speak, but

his tongue availed him not. He caught at

“

weakly to his father,

Do you speak to my lady—I camnot!”™ he
gasped.,

A terrible figure was Malise MacKim, the
strong man of Galloway, as he came for-
ward. Stained with the black pent of the
morasses, hig armor cagt off that he might
run the casier, his under appars} torn el-
most from his great body. hiz hair matted
with the blood which still from an
unwashed wound above his brow,

“My lady.” he sald. hoarsely, his words
whistling in his throat, 1 have strange
things tn tell. Can you bheur to hear them ™

oo

“If you have found my daughter dead or
dying, speak and fear not!”
“I have things more terrible than the

death of many daughters to tell you!”

“Speak and fear not—an’ it touch the lves
of my sans, the mother of the Douglases
has learned the Dougias lesson.”

“Then,” sald Malise, sinking his head
upon his breast. “"God help you, lady—your
two sons are dead!”

“Is David dead, also™' said
Donuglas,

“He is dead.” roplied Malise.

The lady tottered a little us che stood an
the topmeost step of the ascent to Thrieve,
One or two of the torch bearers ran to sup-
port her. But she commanded herself amd
waved them aside.

“God—He I= the God!" she =ald. “In one
day He hath made me a woman solitary
and without children. Sons and daugater
He has taken from me. RBut He shall not
break my heart. No, not cven He. Stand
up, Malise MacKim, and tell me how these
things came to pass.

And there in the hlown reek of tarches
and the hush of the ecourtyard of Thrieve
Malise told all the tale of the hlack dinner
and the fatal morning of the short shrift
and the matchless death, while around him
strong men =obbed and lifted up right hands
to swear the vengeance,

But alone and erect as a banner sta®¥
stond the mother of the dead. Her eves
were dry, her lipe compressed, her nost
a little distended like those of a war horse
that sniffs the battle from afar. Ouisile
the wall the news spread swiftly, and some-

the lady of

e

where in the darkness a volce set up the
Celtie keen.
“Bid that woman hold her peace. T will

hear the news and then we wiil ery ihe
slogan. Sav on, Mallse!™

Then the smith told how his horse had
breken down time and again! how he had
pressed on runnlng ard ™ ing. stripped
almost naked that he mis cep up wizth
his son, because that no Iy charger
would earry his zreat weizh

Then when he h tinished the lady of
Thrieve {urned to to And you, cap-
taln of the guard, whit have vou and

wherefore left your master in hiz hour of
need

Then, suceinetly and to the
spoke, his father and Laurenes
and confirming as he (old of the earl’s cor
on and of how he had aceomplished
things that were lald upon him
fa well"™ lady, calmly.

point, Sholto
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companlon, Mistress Maud Lindesay, went
more than twelve hours agone to the holt

whom
with
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1%e
her

by the ford to gather hazel nuts, and »o
eve of man or woman hath seen them
sipce.

And as she gpoke there passed a quicd

strange parg throueh the heart of Sho

He remembered the worning of the I

Sybilla. Had he once more come too la
(To be continued.)
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ART AND ARTISTS.

Washington may have to walt even long-

er for the Sheridan monument which is to
+erocted in the triganzie in front of
fomal Theater than Doston had to walt
r the Shaw memorial. If memory s not
at Tault, it must be pearly yvears sines
Mr. J. Q. A, Ward recelved the commission
for this monument, which is to be present-
ed by the Army of the Cumberland,
now the announcement is made thut he
become disst

the

ten

and
has
lisfied with hig present model,
and has pulled it to pieces, The reason as
signed for this acticn is that the model was
teo much like some other statues that have
heen erected since the sculptor first con-
ceived his plan,

%
*x %

The portrait show held for charity, which
opens today at the Academy of Design in
New York, Is the most important display
of this kind that has been held for some
vears, The number of canvases was limit-
ed to 200, and the members of the jury can
hardly have had an enviable lot, as the
greatest pressure was brought to bear on
them through the patronesses and in other
ways for the admission of portralts whose
owners or painters wished to fizure in the
exhibition. Many fine old masters are in-
cluded in the display, and there is an even
lurger showing of work by conte mporary
painters.  Among the modern works ex-
hibited are notable canvases by Zorn, Bon-
nat, Duran, Muadrazo, MceLure, Sargent,
jeckwith, Chase, Isham, Dewing, Irving,
KH. Wiles and a host of others,

*

= %
The generally predicted boom In the pie-
ture market seems to be a little slow in
coming on the field, and it may be some
consnlation to the local artists who have
been discouraged by the state of affairs
Liere to learn that times have Leen but lt-
tle better in New York this fall. The pa-
pera of that city say that with lams ntably
few exceptions the pictures sent to (he re-
cently ended exhibits of the Water Color
Club and the Aeademy of Design will be
returned to the artists’ studios,
%
*x %

A very happy facuity for producing a
likeness by grasplng the sallent points of
Lis sitter's physiognomy makes Mr. H. J.
Eilicott especlally well qualified for por-
trait work In sculpture. His skill in this
direction is exemplified by quite a group of
busts now in his studio, and of these two
are entirely finished, a portralt of Colonel
James G. Berret. formeér mayor of Wash-
ington, and a bust of Thomas Clarke.
The portraits of Senator Mills and Judge
Otto have not as yet bheen carried so fur,
but in each the likeness can he distinetly
seen in the first rough modeling of the
foatures,

*

* %
Mr. James F. Early, who now shares Mr.
Ellicott’s studio, has little important work

on hand at present, but is kept pretiy
busy with ornamental work for archi-
tectural decoration. He has been doing

a good denl of this ornamental
the embellishment of the new monastery
building erected near Brookiand, The
most Interesting things that he has exe-
cuted lately are some well-modeled eagles
that he has made for the post office in
Brockton, Mass., and he has produced some
designs of a similar nature for a post office
building in Pennsylvania.
%

work for

* X

In monotype Mr. W, H. Chandlee séems
to have struck a vein that he has been able
to foliow up with the most decided sse-
cess, and certainly nothing that he has
préviously produced has ever met with
such warm approval from his brother
artists as have the monotypes that he has
recently made. Tt was only a short time
ago that he made his first print, but he
grasped the possibilities of this medium
at the outset, and every one of his land-
scapes or otner subjects proclaims Hls en-
tire sympathy with this form of artistic
expression. During a recent visit to New
York he placed with the Century Company
an article illustrated with some of his
monotypes. The series of illustrations
was designed primarily to show how this
art may be used in lts slmplest phases a= a
very pleasant form of amusement for boys
and girls, and then by gradual progression
to show what can be done In monotypes
of the highest class, those produced by a
trained artist. Mr. Chandlee’s illustra-
tions were much liked, and he the
promise of other work from the same pub-
lishers.

*

Prof. Andrews h:.a *before him enough
work in portraiture to keep him quite busy
for some time to come. One series of por-
traits alone will take him a vast amount
of time and labor. The Confederate Me-
morial ' Association has commissioned him
to paint a set of portraits of the most dis-
tinguished southern offleers, and as the
canvases are to be § by 8 feet in size, and
will probably bs twenty in number, some
idea of the magnitude of the work can
easily be formed. The likeness of General

Lee, which he presented to the association
& short time ago, will serve as & nucleus

- 8 - -
his horse’s bridle to steady him, and turned | for this series, and Prof. Andrews wiil

soon have A portralt of Stonewall Jackson
well under way. Among t5¢  completed
canvases pow in the arti=t's studio the por-
traits of Commoidore Schley and Ensgm
Bagley are inlly descerving of mon-
tion In = and in the skillful ren-
dering of COLOT nd texture { tlesh
the head Commodore Schlvy 1 one of
the best things Prof. Amdrews has dons
and It ts an exeellent Hkoness witha! [
portmait of Enslgn Bagley i= o three-guat
ter-length figure, and the stars and stripes
have been introduesd in the backeround to
444 10 the effectiveness of the w hols

-

* %

Mrs. Andrews has been doing some work
in her usunl medivm, water color, and her
most recent production is » replica of the
delightful little sketeh which she exhibit-
ed at the water color show under the titla
“In a Pink Sunbonnet.” She has in the
studlo several well-executed water colors
which she printed during the summer. Of
these a skeich showing a girl In a flaring
sunbonnet clulms attentis on Acconnt of
the truth with which the outdoor «ffeet
has been studled, and a sketeh of some
butidings in sunlight merits commendation
for an equal fidelitly and for a skill of
handling which glve the churm of =sivle g

an otherwise commonplas

w

subgect.

»®

It is such a r.lr-“tlllm.: to aee a really
first-class Turner in this country that the
small water color now at Fischer's is de-
serving of more than passing mention. If
the picture did not unmistakably
the stamp of the great English master's
handiwork, the insceiption In the corner
might add to its value by esrtifyving 1o lis
zenuineness. As 1t 1g, the words "B
gaod, J. Ruskin,”” seem almost i
The coloring 18 one of the first things thm
strikes the obeerver, and the dominant note
In the color schems the beagutiful
blue of the water, n hue that isx repeated
with but endless variations in the

slight
shadows on the mountwins and echoed in
f the compasition

ping and in
the

hear so
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1 very fine lines. In the deli
work 1s It principal charm
and only those who hn tricd thelr hands
at this medium ca lize the many
stacles which mak work of this kind
o dilficult accomplish,
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At 2 of the Soclely of Washing
ton 1eld on Tuesday evening, thiva
new moemberz were elected-—X Dalsy
Brown, Mr. Joames F, Early and Mr. Glena

Madison Brown, T
clely

! 1™ v
1R

ity

that the

has previously « ed In gett

a quornm for the ir A f husin
now larg:lv obwvials ¥ the decision o
consider as non-rosl all members “vho
f themsely hout previvusly no-
i g the of thelr intention
I oo exhlbition, w h was
‘ v fo d ¢ %
ter color o
and the pr iy o1

nbors not wish to
slight expense from which
e cortain of any return f
parging through a eritical period just now,
and there is no gel iround

to the present

of the gallery

the owner at a merely nominal rent ut
the first of the new yeéar was the time set
for them to begin full pavment. Even with
the financial aid = the dues of
the associate mem! ting of Lne
current expenscs wil v prablem,
A larger number of associate members

would probably tide them over the crisis,

and It 4= to be hoped that art lovers ensugh

will be found to materially increase the list.
*

. T

For some tima there have been conflicting
reports In eirculation with regard to 3
Jullet Thompson's plans for the w
but it is now stated authoritatively that she
will not follow her flrst plan of returning
immediately Instead shoe will remaln In
Parls during the winter and work with a
view to contributing to one of the sslons
in the spring.

nier,

*®
L
Cornelia Cassady Davis, a partralt and
genre piinter, formerly of ( "nnatl and
Chicago, has placed on oxh ion at the
Mt. Vernon flats, corner of New York ave-
nue and 9th street, a collection of her
paintings, including Pueblo Indlan por-
traits, Moqui snake ceremonles and & num-

ber of landscapes, ete,,
lovers of art.

which will Interest

*
* %

Cltizens generally are aware of

but there are

the

fact,

many visitors wl strangers

1
in the elty who do not know that the Cor-
coran Gallery of Art i= open free to the
pubile every 1y afternoon from half-
past 1 to half-g ’
— s

Hard on the Dentists,
From the Clicago Post.

“Ind you know,” sald the tooth carpenter,
looking up from his paper, “that the In-
dians practiced dentistry in the carliest
times?"

"1 didn’t know §t." replied the man who
had onee g8at In a dentist's chair, “but 1 am
not at all surprised. The Indlans have al
ways been a br and a eruel race”

Then he laug 1 glectully, forge!ful
the fact that there was still time
dentist 1o add $15 or £0 te his Lill
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No bLird ean fly backwuard without
ing. The dragon fly, howevir,
plish this Teat and outsirip a

turn-
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